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Snowbound 


Snow silently fell from the night sky and settled on the drifts that already surrounded the little cabin up in 
Bear Mountain. With a fire roaring in the grate and a large, bushy Christmas tree laden with lights, the cabin 
was the perfect getaway from the city below. 


Taylor sat in the window, wrapped in flannel pyjamas and a blanket, and watched the never-ending snowfall. 
There had been the occasional break through which he'd seen the blue sky and sun. Otherwise, it had been wall 
to wall grey clouds and heavy snowfall. Quiet, peaceful, and completely silent. 


They were cut off from the rest of the world until they decided to leave. Which would be either after New 


Year had rolled around or Dave had become bored, whichever came first. 


He leaned his head against the glass and breathed in the scent of the pine tree, burning wood, and whatever 
Dave was cooking in the kitchen. The only light came from the thousands of fairy lights strung in, and out, the 
house, and the crackling fire. Exposed beams soared across the ceiling and deep couches littered the living area. 


Beneath the tree sat a stack of wrapped gifts, all waiting for Christmas morning to arrive. 


But Christmas wasn't just about gifts. Or the expense of a romantic getaway. It was a time for love and giving 


and peace and goodwill. And, at times, Taylor felt like he'd lost some of that. 


They'd been together for years and, over that time, Taylor had watched Dave change. He'd seen some of the 
life and sparkle drain from the dark haired man. In his place was a shadow of what had once been there, a man 
who sometimes appeared to hate the life that he'd been given despite it being the dream of millions of other 
people. 


But fame could get to you. It could do weird things to your head. People expected you to be a certain way. If 
you got sick, or, God forbid, injured, and suddenly weren't how you used to be, people looked down on you. And 
Dave had been going through that a lot over the past years. 


Slipping from the window, Taylor rummaged around in the tree until he found what he was looking for. A spring 
of mistletoe was nestled among the branches, hidden, at his request, by the booking company. A handful of 


white berries hung beneath the rich, green leaves. 


He crept into the kitchen and, for a moment, watched Dave. The older man was leaning over a counter with his 
hair hanging in his face and his thick rimmed glasses halfway down his nose. Silver-grey was shot through his 


hair and Taylor could see the furrow in his brow as he worked on whatever dish was in front of him. 
"Baby?" he murmured. 


Dave didn't so much as flinch. Instead, he continued to keep working on the food. Stepping up to him, Taylor let 
a hand rest in the small of Dave's back. 


"Baby, come and take a break. You've been in here since we arrived’ 


The dark haired man huffed and lifted his head. Taylor's heart broke when he saw tears glazing Dave's eyes. 
His own shoulders slumped and he wrapped an arm around Dave's waist. Guiding him from the counter, Taylor 
walked through to the warmly lit room and dropped himself onto a couch. Discarding the mistletoe, he pulled 
Dave into his lap, savouring the feeling of the other man's thicker thighs against his own. When Dave rested 
his head against Taylor's, the blonde could have cried. 


"What's the matter?" he softly asked 
"Tired." 


"I know, baby. | know. It's been a tough year." He paused and took a breath. For as long as he could remember 


he'd been the strong one, propping Dave up whenever the world became too harsh a place to live. 


His hands stroked over Dave's back before one alighted on the back of his head. His fingers stroked through 
soft brown hair, enjoying the feeling as the strands fell over his hand. Dave's thick, strong arms wound around 
his back, his hands flat against Taylor's back. Cradling Dave in his lap, Taylor spent a moment whispering sweet 
nothings before he became quiet. 


Silence hung over them, punctuated only by the crackling of the fire. He took in Dave's scent, the smell that 


was uniquely him, before pressing kisses to his cheek. 
"| love you," he whispered "Love you so much. And you know that no matter what happens, I'll always be here." 


He felt Dave nod before his kisses were returned. "I'll always love you." It was Dave's turn to pause and he 


took in a deep, shaking breath. "Sorry for ruining Christmas." 


Taylor smiled and, with a hand tucked against Dave's cheek, he lifted the other man's head away from his own. 
He looked into dark, tired eyes and a weary face. His thumb swept over Dave's cheek and paused at the corner 


of his mouth. Leaning in, he gave the other man a deep and tender kiss. 


"Baby, you've ruined nothing ‘cause Christmas ain't for another two days. Give me a few more minutes here 


with you and then I'll come and help you finish up in the kitchen" 


The infectious smile that Taylor had always known spread across Dave's face. Hands clasped his cheeks and 


those lips that, a moment earlier, had been downturned into a frown claimed his own. 


